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declared that he had promised Mrs. Tennyson never to
leave him to travel alone. " As the pair were driven away,"
says Hunt, " we heard the two arguing as to whether such
watchfulness was necessary." It was discovered afterwards
that on one of the walls of the inn, among a heterogeneous
group of signatures, Palgrave had neatly inscribed a car-
touch bearing the names of his party, with that of Tennyson
at the head.

Having continued their work at Kynance for two or three
days, Hunt and Prinsep followed Tennyson to Falmouth,
where they spent a few days with the Misses Fox, Tennyson
having already departed on account of the appearance of a
notice in a local paper advertising his presence there.
Caroline Fox, in her published journals, gives us a glimpse
of Hunt at this time : " September 28. Holman Hunt and
his big artist friend, Val Prinsep, arrived, and we were
presently on the most friendly footing. The former is a
very genial, young-looking creature, with a large, square,
yellow beard, clear blue laughing eyes, and a nose with a
merry little upward turn in it, dimples in the cheek, and the
whole expression sunny and full of simple boyish happiness.
His voice is most musical, and there is nothing in his look
or bearing, spite of the strongly-marked forehead, to suggest
the High Priest of Pre-Raphaelitism, the Ponderer over such
themes as the Scapegoat, The Light of the World, or Christ
among the Doctors, which is his last six years* work. , . . He
spoke of Tennyson and his surprise at the spirited, sug-
gestive little paintings of strange beasts which he had painted
on the windows of his summer-house to shut out an ugly
view. Holman Hunt is so frank and open, and so unspoiled
by the admiration he has excited; he does not talk * shop,'
but is perfectly willing to tell you anything you really wish
to know of his painting, etc."